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He would send for an Eskimo and say to him: CI want you to
go to Repulse Bay. It will take you a good bit of time. You are
young; probably you do not know the way very well; your dogs
are not worth much. Still, nobody else is available, so go
along/

Times passes,- and the Eskimo is back from the trip.

'Well?5 says Father Henry to him.

The man looks crestfallen. Things went badly. The weather
was worse than he had expected. Then one of the dogs fell sick.
And there were other difficulties, each of which he lists with
scrupulous care. But he had gone and come in twelve days,
just the same, and he knew that Father Henry knew that was
fast travelling.

When we spoke of Eskimo murder. Father Henry told me
about a man now at Committee Bay who had come to him one
day, and, after the usual tea and silence, had said to him
suddenly:
*I took the old woman out on the ice today.5
It was his own mother that he had driven out and set down
at sea to freeze to death. He was fond of her, he explained. He
had always been kind to her. But she was too old, she was no
longer good for anything; so blind, she couldn't even find the
porch to crawl into the igloo. So, on a day of blizzard, the
whole family agreeing, he had taken her out, and they had
struck camp and gone off, leaving her to die.
'With God's help I hope in time to change these things, to
soften some of their ways,' said Father Henry; cbut it is diffi-
cult. They live a hard life, and it is in all respects a material
life. They would say, if they knew our words, that they had to
"face facts." That man had indeed been a good son. You must
have seen yourself how they look after the aged on the trail,
running back so often to the sled to see if the old people are
warm enough, if they are comfortable, if they are not perhaps
hungry and want a bit offish. And the old people are a burden
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